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Its Only Love 


Author's Notes: 
This was just a little dribble and its pretty short. WARNING: | ran with an alternative reality so things didn't 


happen the way they did in real life. 


His eyes closed as he exhaled the cigarette smoke from his lungs and sighed when he felt his love's soft 
fingertips against his shoulders. Sav always had a gentle touch and it mixed well with his strong presence. 


"You should get dressed soon Joe," Sav said, quietly. 
"Why?" Joe asked, softly. 
"Phil and Steve's plane will be landing soon," Sav replied. 


Joe nodded and turned his head to kiss Sav's hand before he stood up and made his way to the bathroom. 


When Joe exited the bathroom, he was ready and he could see Sav had been waiting on him all along. He smiled 


slightly but the smile was short lived and once he heard the door, he motioned for Sav to get it. 

He followed Sav and when the door opened, he only saw Phil standing there. He furrowed his brows and looked 
around for Steve but he didn't see him. Phil sighed and walked in the home Joe shared with Sav, shaking his 
head. 

"Steve has been testy all day, he ran off to the coffee shop down the street,” Phil sighed. 

"It takes getting used to mate," Joe said. 


| know and | know the lad missed it all but why take it out on me?" Phil responded. 


"Think of it from his point of view mate, music is his life and playing live is his life. He had all that taken away 
from him; the world thinks he really did die in I94," Sav said, softly. 


Phil furrowed his brows. "I know but | only urged him to continue with the charade because he was dying Sav. 
His heart did stop; the doctors were barely able to save him. The managers were urging us to let him ‘die’ 
publically anyway in order to save his life privately." 

"I know Phil and | never said you did anything wrong but try to imagine giving up all this for good," Sav said. 
Phil sighed and nodded, and while he was more than sympathetic toward Steve, he didn't know what to do. 
Steve was sober now but it cost him his career, the one thing he truly loved to do. Phil didn't know how to 


help him but he knew Steve wasn't as happy as just a guitar tech. 


His thoughts were broken when he heard a light knock on Joe and Sav's door. He turned to glance as Sav 


opened the door and Steve walked in with a slight smile across his face. 
"Phil, I'm sorry," Steve said, quickly. 
Phil shook his head. "No, you have nothing to be sorry for love." 


Joe smiled. "Come on, lets grab a bite and then we'll head to the studio; | need you to help me with the guitar 


parts in this song l'm working on, Steve." 


Steve only nodded and latched on to Phil as he exited Joe's place. Sav planted a kiss against Joe's lips and 
followed the terror twins out. Joe sighed contently as he glanced around his home once more before he slowly 


followed after them. 


Love and Affection 


Author's Notes: 

This story started as a one piece dribble but some of the reviewers suggested | continue so | will. I'll keep the 
chapters short so | don't wear it out. There will be similar thoughts and themes as some of my fictions (like 
guilt, battling demons, etc) but this is not a rewrite. Hope you read and keep reading if you read the first part. 


Savage-Elliott 

Joe's eyes opened as he lay on the couch and gazed out the window. His eyes narrowed as the clouds moved 
through the sky like a quick breeze. His pupils changed size depending on where the clouds were and his mind 
was twisted with remorse. 

"What time do you want to meet for rehearsal tomorrow?" Sav asked. 

Joe turned his gaze, widening his eyes slightly. "Around noon, | like that schedule." 

"So do |," Sav said. 

Joe sighed and sat up. "Maybe we can change up the set list for the tour." 

"| think that would be good for us and our fans," Sav responded. 

Joe only nodded and brushed his hair from his face with his hand The band had finished rehearsal and he was 
tired but somehow along this process, that became second most important to him. These guys were his 
brothers and they managed to sneak to number one on his importance list. 

Joe sighed. "Steve hates this, even Phil knows it." 

"| know but Joe, you must understand this isn’t exactly your fault and he's not used to all this yet," Sav said. 
Joe sighed and sat up. "Maybe it is and maybe it isn't but at this rate, he'll be back on alcohol in no time." 


"Not if Phil has anything to say about it," Sav replied, calmly. 


Joe reached his hand out to brush it along Sav's face as he kissed him against his lips. No tongue, no sharing 
saliva, just a passionate simple kiss. Sav preferred it that way and at this moment, Joe did too. 


"l'm going out," Joe murmured against Sav's lips. "You're coming with me, right?" 


"Of course Joe, of course," Sav said with a light smile. 
Collen-Clark 


The lights lit the stage and he found himself running around that stage like a bolt of lightning. The crowds 
cheered and sang along with the band as Joe ran around that stage to keep the crowds interested. In an 


instant, a loud bang jolted him awake and suddenly the dream ended, 


Steve lay there for a few minutes after he woke and he realized an irritating sound escape his lips without 
meaning for it to. He didn't reach for Phil, he knew his lover wasn't here; he rarely saw him these days. After 
he assisted Joe in the guitar parts of a song, he stopped going to the studio and rehearsal. It was too much 
nostalgia to be there and it only prompted his irritation with the current situation. 


"| can't believe | lost it all," Steve muttered to himself. 
Was it really worth it? 


He lost the only thing he truly loved, other than Phil, and to top it off, he quit alcohol so he couldn't use it to 
cope. So was it truly worth it? Was that adrenaline shot to his heart really worth it? 


es, he answered his own question. 
"Yes," h d his own quest 


The answer came quickly and almost too naturally for him, which in turn made him chuckle. It was worth it 
though, not because of his ex-girlfriends or of his family, whom he did really love. It wasn't for that reason 
though, it was worth it because of Phil. Of course he loved being around the guys in Def Leppard, he even liked 
Viv, whom was to take his place when they went on Tour. However, Phil gave his life meaning and that was 
probably the only reason he was staying sober. He hated placing his sobriety on anyone, it was such a risky 
move but Phil kept him sober. 


"Stevie?" Phil called as he walked in. 


Steve lazily got out of bed and met Phil in the lounge with a lazy smile. Phil returned the smile and pressed a 
quick kiss against his lips. Compassion, love, understanding, that's what their relationship was. 


Back in Your Face 


Author's Notes: 
The dribble continues and this chapter is a little longer. 


A New Day 

Collen-Clark 

Steve gazed at Phil and smiled slowly as he watched his lover train. Phil had always been a fan of activity and 
kick-boxing was his favorite hobby. They were giving each other the silent treatment after last night's 
argument and since then, there was a tense aura every time they were near each other. They couldn't stay 
mad at each other though; it was nearly impossible. 

"Are you still dischuffed?" Steve asked, quietly. 


"Not much," Phil answered, swinging his leg in the air. 


Steve sighed. "| understand your concerns but Phil, this can't be all | am going to do in life; this can't be it. | 
want to play mate and while | respect guitar techs, this can't be it for me." 


Phil sighed and moved from his boxing position before turning to Steve. "But Steve, you joined another band. 
You almost died in Def Leppard because of the pressure; you do realize there is going to be pressure again, 


right?" 


Phil, me hair may be blond but my brain isn't, of course | do and of course it makes me uneasy but | think | 


can handle it now," Steve answered. 


"You think?" Phil asked, furrowing his brows. "I'm not your boss, | can't tell you what to do but I'm asking you 


not to do this if you only ‘think’ you can handle it" 

"Alright, | know | can," Steve frowned 

"Are you sure?" Phil asked 

"Yes, l'm sure, it's different now, | can do this," Steve said 

Phil sighed softly and nodded before he turned away from Steve. Steve sighed in defeat, almost as if he lost a 


major battle or something. It was a defeat for him though because if Phil didn't support his decision, it 
bothered him. 


"IIl tell them no, | won't do it," Steve said, softly. 

Phil closed his eyes, only to open them a minute later and grabbed Steve's wrist before he could walk away. 
Steve's constant need for approval was toxic, it was like venom that slowly spread and eventually would lead to 
him drinking again if he wasn't careful. It actually bothered Phil, even scared him a little bit, that Steve was 


still so insecure. 


"No, you do this Stevie but." Phil said, slowly. "If you feel the pressure is building too much, don't go back to 
alcohol. Call me, I'll find a way to help you; | promise you that. What is this band's objective?" 


"They're a local band and they're like me in the fact that they just want to play," Steve answered, 
"Okay," Phil nodded. "Just don't drink Stevie, please." 


Steve nodded too. "I won't, Phil." 

He smiled a little at that and released Steve's wrist, and accepted the kiss Steve planted on his lips. 
Savage-Elliott 

Joe glanced through the newspaper and shook his head in frustration. After getting off the phone with Phil, he 
wasn't in such a good mood. He feared the idea although he didn't say anything on the phone. 

"Joe?" Sav called. 

"What?" Joe snapped without meaning to. 

Sav took a step back and raised a brow. "Don't snap at me, Elliott" 

Joe hated when Sav called him that because it was so impersonal. Despite his gentle nature, Sav had his ways 
of getting out his frustrations without snapping. He was like a cat; silent, quiet, but knew how to come at Joe if 
he needed to. 

"I didn't mean to love, I'm sorry," Joe sighed. 


Sav nodded and sighed too. "I know you're concerned but you're going to give yourself grey hair with the way 


you worry." 


"I can't help it, his heart stopped and he survived by chance. He caved to pressure and now here he is joining 


another band. Sav, you're sensitive and you didn't cave, what is--" Joe rambled on. 


"Joe, stop, | had parents who didn't make me feel horrible too, you know that. | had parents who supported me, 
a father who supported me and even supported our relationship. His father is rather harsh," Sav said, softly. 


"I know," Joe sighed, but smiled. "| do love you father, it's like a second father to me." 


"See, you know, so you don't even have to ask," Sav said. "Speaking of my dad, we're having tea this afternoon 


with him and me mum. They came to town just to see me so please don't say no.” 
"OF course | won't love, am | welcomed to come?" Joe smiled. 
"Yes, of course love," Sav replied. 


Joe nodded and decided to enjoy the rest of his tea before he got ready. He supposed he did worry too much; 
Phil had a handle on this, so Joe could focus on the band and his relationship. 


Guilty! 


Author's Notes: 
Most chapter names are based off of what is going on in the chapter. Just wanted to make a note of that. 


A New Day 

Savage-Elliott 

It seemed like it took forever for Joe smile like that but Sav was glad to see it. Ever since Steve returned, Joe 
had constantly worried and made himself sick, literally. Not that he blamed Steve for anything, he was also glad 
Steve was revived and he'd have it no other way. In the same breathe, it was Steve everyone was worried 
about, including Sav. Maybe he played it off like he was relaxed about it but his worries were usually kept to 


himself. 


Sav turned his head and smiled lightly when Joe called his name. They were tasting wines, something Joe 


secretly loved doing, and Sav didn't mind it himself 
"Which do you prefer love? The red or white?" Joe asked. 
"Red" Sav answered easily 

"And why is that?" 


"It has a sweeter taste and right now, | fancy that," Sav replied. "The white one, | don't recall what it's called; 
however, it's be great after a dessert." 


Joe seemed to think that answer over before accepting it with a nod. Joe took another sip of the white wine 
and it appeared he was favoring that one right now. Joe usually opted for white wines these days, or at least 
recently he had. 

"Buy both of them," Sav suggested. 

"Do you think | should?" Joe questioned, glancing at both bottles. 


"Aye love, we can drink as we please," Sav answered. 
Y P 


Joe contemplated again but ultimately grabbed both bottles and handed them to the man up front. Sav 
chuckled and followed after his lover quickly. He had to stay close to him or else he'd buy everything. 


Collen-Clark 

Steve rubbed his face and paced the bedroom, shaking his head. It almost appeared as if he was having 
another withdrawal but this was not the case. This was a case of mere guilt, shame, and even hurt deep inside 
him. Phil said not to drink and he took a drink despite Phil's pleas a few weeks ago. To be fair, it was only a 
glass but as Phil would say, ‘it always starts out as just a glass love' 

"Steve?" Phil called from the doorway. 

Steve turned and expressed something that could be described as sorrow, guilt, and regret. He was tempted to 
opt out of saying anything but he felt he could never lie to Phil. Small white secrets from anyone else would 
be no issue but not Phil, not now. 

‘lm sorry," Steve whispered. 

"For?" 

"| drank a glass of alcohol," Steve answered. "I promised | wouldn't and | did, l'm so sorry.” 

"| know," Phil smiled, but it seemed like a disappointed smile. 

"You know? What kind of reply is that?" Steve asked 


"I knew you drank mate, you spilled it or something because you smell of it. | wanted you to confess to me." 


"Why? So | could feel worse?" Steve frowned, while mentally cursing himself for the fact that he did forget he 
spilled it. 


It's a sign of honesty love, if | feel you can be honest with me, | can trust you.” 
Steve sighed eventually. "Do you want me to quit this band?" 
| won't ask that of you but do you think you can resist temptation?" 


'|-" Steve began to reply but his uncertainty stopped him. This was something Phil didn't miss and Steve was 
well aware of that factor. 


"Now think about this long and hard Stevie, can you resist? | will tell you this, | can't watch you die ‘again’ 
because the next time might be final. If you think you can resist the urges, continue but if not, quit; Simple." 


Steve turned to Phil again. "Let me try one more time and if | can't do it, I'll quit" 


Phil's smile indicated the answer satisfied him and he would accept it as that. Steve didn't know why he was so 
calm about this but he must have finished meditating or something of the sort. Maybe he knew it made Steve 
feel guilty and he didn't see how yelling would help the situation. Either way, he agreed to give Steve the 


benefit of doubt and continue the band project. 


Promises 
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Sometime later... 


Savoge-Ellott 


The musical sounds playing from the speakers escalated to a high volume in a short amount of time. Joe's 
eyes flickered opened slowly and his gaze turned to the perfectly shaped buttocks that belonged to Sav. Sav 
had this cute little habit of dressing after they had a love making session. He was the shy one of the two 
whereas Joe usually didn't redress himself right away. He didn't feel the need to after their love making 


sessions. 


There were times where their intimate sessions were so pure, so full of love and emotion, so honest. Gentle 
nibbling, soft touching, teasing, and slow sex that left a lasting impression. He had picked up that Sav preferred 
these session most times because he enjoyed paying attention to the details of Joe's body. Other times their 
intimate times together were in the spur of a moment, all-around, and in your face. Rough kisses, grabbing at 
each other's clothes, bent over the couch or whatever object was around, and diving right into sex. Joe found 
these moments good when they were short on time and wanted a quick session. This particular session was in 
between, which was a mix of passionate kisses, gentle touches, and diving right into sex on whatever object 


they were near. 
"Red or white?" Sav asked. 
"We'll do red," Joe answered. 


Of course they would. Joe had gotten to a point where he compromised on his preferences of wine. IT wasn't 


as if he disliked red wine either but he primarily chose it for Sav. 
"Do you like what you see?" Joe smirked. Sav had a habit of going eerily quiet when he was watching Joe. 
"| would prefer to say | love it but yes, | do," Sav answered. 


The smirk remained across Joe's lips for a moment but he didn't reply right off. They say Sav was private and 
shy, and he was, but he was always honest with Joe. 


"Have you heard from Phil and Steve as of late, love?" Sav asked. 
"Mhm," Joe replied. "Phil says they're doing quite well; I'm relieved" 
"And here you were giving yourself gray hairs over Steve," Sav chuckled. 


"Couldn't help it love," Joe chuckled, too. "Phil says he's doing well with his other band. I'm delighted; he'll likely 
be able to handle Phil going on tour." 


Sav nodded in agreement but he knew the truth. He knew about Steve's urges, about him taking another drink 


not long ago, he knew about it all. Phil had filled him in the day it happened and they agreed to keep it quiet. He 


really hoped Steve would be okay but as far as he knew, it never happened again so perhaps it would be fine. 


Collen-Clark 


It wasn't the huge stadium he was used to with Def Leppard but it was good enough and just as good. Steve 
leaned back, pulling his guitar upward, playing his rift for the crowds to cheer on. Eyes closed, jaw dropped 
slightly, sighs of pleasure escaping his lips. It was almost like having sex except on stage he wore clothes and 
hid his face. It was almost a shame when the music stopped because the pleasure across his features quickly 


disappeared. 


He bowed with his band and walked backstage but his energy was still up. This was the first time Phil had seen 


him play with his new band and that made him both excited and nervous. 
"Hey Steve, you want a drink?" The singer asked. 


Steve was tempted to say yes, in fact, he almost did but the minute his lips opened, he paused. He could only 
think of Phil's pleas and he could only think of the fear that Phil might leave. 


"No, I'm good," Steve responded, and the guy nodded. 

Steve hurried down the hall and wrapped his arms around Phil, who just walked back himself. Phil kissed him 
quickly and smiled proudly at not only Steve's playing but at the fact that he did see him refuse a drink, 
whether he knew or not. 

"You were so good up there, Stevie," Phil commented. 


"Do you really think so?" Steve asked. 


"Course | do love, | had no doubt you would be," Phil nodded. 


Steve finally smiled. "Twas so nervous but once | got up there, it was great" 


"You can do this Stevie, don't be so nervous. Even if I'm not here to see you, just imagine | am if it helps," Phil 


nodded. 


Steve nodded as Phil led him off and took him out for a bite to eat. He was getting too skinny again and he 
deserved a litle bit to eat since he really was trying to stay clean and sober. 


"Proud of you love, for everything," Phil said, not indicating what he meant but Steve had figured it out by 


now. 
"Is hard but I'm trying," Steve responded, smiling slightly. 


Nothing else was said about it for the rest of the right. 


Truth 


Author's Notes: 

| actually read that one of Steve's hobbies was drawing so | used that information here. The drawing | used is 
just something | made in photoshop. It's not an actual drawing of Steve's but | will admit, some of his fictional 
drawings are rather..dark? Is that the word? 


Savage-Ellott 


Joe tapped is foot on the ground at a slowly pace, crossing his arms over his chest. He had been a little 
distant all day and Sav had a feeling he knew why. Joe and Phil had been talking and he assumed something may 
have slipped out. 

"Phil called," Joe said simply. 


Well that confirmed Sav's thoughts. He didn't need any more information but he wasn't going to stop Joe from 
speaking. 


"What did he say?" Sav asked. 


"He said Steve's been doing well since his last relapse," Joe answered, simply. "I didn't know he relapsed at some 
point." 


"0h?" 
"Did you know?" Joe asked, tilting his head. 


Joe had this way of expressing displeasure in a sort of silent way. He tended to use that tactic as an 
intimidation tactic and while it did work sometimes, Sav appeared unaffected by it. 


"| did know," Sav nodded, refusing to lie to him. 

"And you didn't tell me?" Joe said, furrowing his brows. "Why?" 

"For one, it was a small relapse and for two, you would have worried yourself again," Sav said. 

"A small relapse is still a relapse Sav and of course | would have worried over it; he's our mate," Joe sighed 


It was Sav's turn to tilt his head. "This is why | didn't tell you love. Phil has this under control Joseph and l'm 


certain if things were to escalate, he would ask for assistance." 
"Yes but-" 


"Joe, you can't be everyone's mother," Sav said, softly. "I love you Joe and | didn't keep this from you to hurt 


you." 


Joe sighed again as he had been doing and eventually nodded. He knew Sav was looking out for his best interest 
but this was something he would have liked to know. 


"I love you too Sav, always love," Joe replied. "I know love, | never once thought that." 


Sav finally stood up from the couch and knelt down in front of Joe, taking his hand. Joe's expression softened 
finally and he turned his eyes downward without moving his head. 


"Look! | won't keep anything from you anymore but you have to promise me that while | understand concern 
for the lad, you will try not to make yourself sick over it. For God sakes love, you were getting headaches 
non-stop," Sav said, softly. 

Joe looked surprised by the promise he wanted. "Alright!" 


"Good!" 


He would certainly try if nothing else. 


Collen-Clark 


Steve stared at the notebook of doodles and drawings. Outside of notebooks for music, he had many notebooks 
kept for this sort of thing. His eyes closed, only to open again at the sounds outside. He didn't know what was 
going on out there but he hardly cared either. 


Still you smile 

He remembered writing that not long after Phil was told he was alive. This drawing wasn't that impressive in 
his opinion but it was one he continued to work on. He really did find drawing to be a bit of a stress reliever 
and something that eased his mind. 


| dont know that it ever goes away 


He wrote that just yesterday and he supposed in a sense it was written in a moment of anxiety and 
depression. He didn’t lie to Phil either; he told him he was feeling despair and the thought of going on stage in 


front of his dad caused him to repeat history by breaking his hand purposely. Still he stayed away from the 
bottle because it seemed to make Phil happy and that made him happy. Now he sat on the bed of a bus that 
Phil got specifically for them, staring at a dark notebook drawing. 

All in three 

He had a meaning for that but it changed from time to time. Originally was meant to represent the times of 
day and the moods that came within those times; at the least moods that came for him. He changed though, it 
all changed in a matter of months and now it meant something different to him. 


| love him 


He could write that over and over again, and still mean it just as much as the time before. He truly sincerely 


loved Phil Collen; it was probably the only thing he loved more than his music. 

"Stevie?" Phil called, stepping into the back room. 

"Hm?" He smiled. 

"We're catching up with Joe and Sav, is that alright?" Phil asked. 

"Course love," Steve replied, pulling Phil close to kiss him. 

Phil smiled against his lips. "You're sure affectionate today." 

"| love you." 

"I love you too Steve." 

Yeah, he really loved him. It was nice to have someone to love and that was his reason for staying off alcohol. 


The drawing: “photo Untitled-lpng 


Switch 
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One Week Later... 

Steve gazed down at his notebook as Joe and Phil talked about this and that. This drawing wasn't too hard to 
understand; he just jolted down what he was thinking and the words that came to mind. 

Heads vs. Tales; Life vs. Death. It was pretty self-explanatory and if he kept heading down a self-destructing 
path, he would kill himself for sure this time. Phil ‘lost him once, he couldn't do that to his boyfriend again 
The path of destruction, temptation, alcohol, and all that was not one he wanted to live. The dice represented 
the line between life and death and that life wasn't something he wanted to play with. 

"Ey Steve?" Joe called, breaking his train of thought. 


"Yeah, what's up mate?" Steve responded. 


Joe studied him for a minute before he opened his mouth. "Phil tells me you're going on tour with us as a 


guitar tech. What's happening with your band?" 


"He's right and as far as my band goes, we're a local band. When it's time to perform, I'm there but until then, 
| can't just sit around with my thoughts and do nothing. | can't go there,” Steve explained. 


"| see," Joe mused. "Welcome back mate!" 

Steve smiled. "Thanks Joe!" 

He looked back down at his notebook and observed the drawing again. He expressed his loyalty and love for Phil 
by drawing the keys and stating Phil had them. It was self-explanatory as was the signing of his name and 
adding Collen to his name. 

"Mates?" Steve called, grabbing everyone's attention "What do you think of this guitar?" 

Steve handed them a magazine beside his notebook and let them all give their opinions. He merely smiled at 


Phil, who was smiling back at him. Phil tended to look at him and gaze often, it was as if he couldn't believe all 


that happened, still. 


"So overall, you fancy it?" Steve asked, earning himself nods. "I'm buying it" 

"Great choice!” Joe nodded, sipping his tea. 

Steve set his notebook in front of Phil and nodded. "Thanks!" 

Phil looked over the drawing and while he didn't like that Steve drew darker pictures sometimes because he 
knew what they represented, he could appreciate Steve's talent. He had gotten really good at drawing skulls and 
drawing anything he put his mind to. 

Steve smiled when Phil's eyes moved upwards, assuming it was to the name he signed and the drawings he put 
on the Heads/ Life half of the notebook. A small smile crossed Phil's lips and he glanced up to meet the blue 
eyes of his long-haired boyfriend. 

"What's that?" Joe asked. 

Phil shook his head. "Just something Steve cooked up." 

"Ah! Let me see," Joe said. 

“Another time, its not finished," Phil replied, knowing Steve got shy about his drawings. 

Joe cocked a brow. "Fair enough but | expect to see when it's finished." 


"Deall" Steve nodded. 


He wouldn't promise that he would show Joe but perhaps he would. He could only move forward from here and 


on and part of healing his mind would be to stop being so shy. 


Joe did step away to use the loo as Sav stepped up to the counter to order himself another tea and a biscuit. 
Phil then turned his gaze to Steve once more and smiled lightly. 


‘| love you Steve and | love that you trust me to see your drawings," Phil said, softly. 
"| love you Phil,” Steve replied. "Of course | trust you.” 
Phil smiled at the response. "I assume you chose life.” 


"Yes, | chose life..life with you," Steve responded, and okay, it sounded cheesy with the way he said that but it 


was no less true. 


Phil smiled and nodded as Joe rejoined them and continued on about their conversation. 


Life with you.. 


Always! 


Steve thought to himself, before starting a conversation with Sav. 
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